CHAPTER XLI
A SCENE WHICH WILL   PUT   SOME   OF THOSE  READERS WHO
HAVE   BEEN   MOST   IMPATIENT   WITH  THE AUTHOR,   IN  THE
BEST HUMOUR WITH HIM
There is no argument of more antiquity and elegancy than is the
matter of Love; for it seems to be as old as the world, and to bear
date from the first time that man and woman was: therefore in this>
as in the finest metal, the freshest wits have in all ages shown their
best workmanship.
ROBERT WILMOT
When Leonard had resided three years at Oxford, one of his
college-friends invited him to pass the long vacation at his
father's house, which happened to be within an easy ride of
Salisbury. One morning, therefore, he rode to that city,
rang at Miss Trewbody's door, and having sent in his name,
was admitted into the parlour, where there was no one to
receive him, while Miss Trewbody adjusted her head-dress
at the toilette, before she made her appearance. Her feel-
ings while she was thus employed were not of the pleasantest
kind toward this unexpected guest; and she was prepared to
accost him with a reproof for his extravagance in under-
taking so long a journey, and with some mortifying ques-
tions concerning the business which brought him there.
But this amiable intention was put to flight, when Leonard,
as soon as she entered the room, informed her that having
accepted an invitation into that neighbourhood, from his
friend and fellow-collegian, the son of Sir Lambert Bowles,
he had taken the earliest opportunity of coming to pay his
respects to her, and acknowledging his obligations, as
bound alike by duty and inclination. The name of Sir
Lambert Bowles acted upon Miss Trewbody like a charm:
and its mollifying effect was not a little aided by the tone of
her nephew's address, and the sight of a fine youth in the
first bloom of manhood, whose appearance and manners
were such that she could not be surprised at the introduc-
tion he had obtained into one of the first families in the
county. The scowl, therefore, which she brought into
the room upon her brow, passed instantly away, and was
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